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We Have Paid the Price
e have fed our sea for a thousand years,
w
And she calls us, still unfed ;
Though there's never a wave of all her waves
But marks our English dead.
We've strawed our best to the wave's unrest,
To the shark and the sheering gull ;
If blood be the price of Admiralty,
Lord God, we ha* paid it full.      Kipling
The Smoke from a Wood Fire
A
 whiff of it can take us back to forgotten marches over unnamed
mountains, to day-long halts beside flooded rivers in the rains
wonderful mornings of youth, in brilliantly lighted lands where every-
thing was possible, to uneasy wakings under the low desert moon, and
above all to God's own hour all the world over, when the stars have
gone out and it is too dark to see clear, and one lies and waits for a
new horizon to heave itself up against a new dawn. Wood smoke
magic works on everyone according to his experience.
Eudyard Kipling
Wood Fires
b
eech-wood fires are bright and clear
If the logs are kept a year.
Oaken logs burn steadily
If the wood is old and dry.
Chestnut's only good, they say,
If for long it's laid away.
But ash new or ash old
Is fit for a queen with a crown of gold.
Birch and fir-logs burn too fast,
Blaze up bright but do not last.
'Make a fire of elder-tree,
Death within your house you'll see.
It is by the Irish said
Hawthorn bakes the sweetest bread.
But ash green or ash brown
Is fit for a queen with a golden crown.
Elm-wood burns like churchyard mould,
E'en the very flames are cold.
Poplar gives a bitter smoke,
Fills your eye and makes you choke.
Apple-wood will scent your room
With an incense-like perfume.
But ash wet or ash dry
For a queen to warm her slippers by.
Celia Ladyuongreve

